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	1. The Prologue

**Disclaimer: **_Pokémon _and its related properties are copyrighted to The Pokémon Company and Nintendo, respectively.

* * *

><p><strong>A Yearning for the Mud<strong>  
><strong>Chapter One - The Prologue<strong>

_What might have been is an abstraction  
><em>_R__emaining a perpetual possibility  
><em>_O__nly in a world of speculation. __- T.S. Eliot_

* * *

><p>He was alone. Even at a late hour the city was alive, music and voices could be heard through the walls and vendors were still working on the boulevard, but none of it could comfort him. The sun had abandoned its post in the sky long ago and vanished below the skyline, off to brighten someone else's day. The moon was nowhere in sight and the stars, as usual, were overshadowed by the lights of Lumiose. The city's landmark shone the brightest and lent its ashen light to a young man as he sprinted through the city's dank alleyways. Stone, licked wet by rainfall, squelched under his shoes as he pumped his legs harder, the sounds of barking, squealing tires, and sirens all urging him to run faster.<p>

A headlight flashed across the wall above him just as he darted out into a plaza. The moment he stopped moving the exhaustion took over. He hunched over, hands on his knees, as his lungs cried out for air. He raised his head in search of a place to hide and found nothing but an obelisk in the center of the plaza's field.

"Water." His head bobbed side to side, trying to focus in on the bubbling sound of running water.

His leg muscles throbbed in protest as he ran across the plaza and around a short curve into an avenue. He stopped in the middle of a stone bridge that connected the halves of the residential avenue, and turned to face the tower. While the waters leading to Lumiose's sewers churned under him he weighed his options, would Clemont be of any help or would hiding there make this into a bigger mess?

Before he had time to give it any further thought a pair of lights emerged from around the corner leading to another plaza. He recoiled from the beams and moved to turn back when another set of lights emerged, blocking his path.

Panic filled him as he raised his arms to block the lights. He took a cautious step back, but froze hearing the unmistakable sound of a Poké Ball being opened. He threw a glance over his shoulder in time to see a vibrant red beam shatter the darkness and form into a fiendish figure he couldn't quite recognize.

"Put your hands behind your head and get down on your knees!"

He flinched at the sound of a man's voice, magnified by a speaker, and nearly complied out of instinct, but his fear kept him frozen in place.

The four figures around him slowly tightened and more Poké Balls were launched and more Pokémon, of varying shapes and sizes, joined his pursuers along the edge of the avenue. A ball breaking open on the pavement just a few yards from him made him shudder and think to take off running, but he realized they had blocked him from escaping.

"Vileplume, use Sleep Powder."

Over the sound of his ragged breathing he heard a soft **_pop_ **in the air and what felt like snow began to dust his arms. Although he had nowhere to go he backed up to the edge of the bridge and brought his arm across his nose.

"Wartortle, Water Gun!"

He whipped around to his left just in time for the gush of water to hit him, legs first. He moaned as the impact knocked him off balance, the rubber of his shoes slipped on the wet stone and he toppled over. His chest smacked the bridge before the stream of water pushed him over the edge to the icy black water below.

Panic flooded his mind and before he could manage to get his feet under him he hit the water at a slant. A shotgun blast of pain exploded through his right ankle, and his chest, still throbbing from the fall, hit the water like a canon. His sight vanished as he sunk and the water snaked into his nose and gagged him, trying desperately to fill his lungs.

He struggled to breach the surface as his throat tied itself into a knot. Voices ripped through the roar and slush of the water while his veins thundered with pumping blood as his body craved air. He flailed in the water, trying to find the surface, but everything was dark and cold, up was right and down was left; everything a maze of confusion.

He whirled around, the sound of Pokémon moving in the water around him suddenly became as frightening as the thought that he might drown. While he struggled to right himself the water pushed and pulled him, to where he didn't know until he was slammed against a row of metal bars.

He coughed out the last of his air as his head broke the surface. He sputtered as a pair of glowing eyes attached to a serpentine body fell on him further down the canal. "Please," he cried. Wallace stopped resisting the water and let it push him back when he noticed his arm and shoulder slipped through a gap. He turned himself over, going with the current that pressed him harder against the bars and realized there was a sizable gap.

Angling his body and using the push of the water he attempted to squeeze through the bars. Thin as he was, he sucked in his stomach and pushed himself as hard as he could to fit. The cold metal bars might as well have been mountains threatening to break his ribs as he pushed harder.

A cry of desperation flew out from between his lips as he recalled a distant memory from his childhood. He'd dropped a ball behind his mother's dresser and was able to reach it, but not by pulling it out from the side. Rather than find another way to retrieve it, he continued to tug and pull the ball out and realized that by twisting and turning it the ball somehow came lose.

Imagining himself as simply stuck between two things, rather than trapped in a life or death situation, he twisted his body the best he could while tilting forward. To his surprise the bar against his chest shifted down against his ribs and he felt the pressure ease as his lower body slipped through.

Despite his best efforts to remain above water, beyond the bars the canal opened wider and deeper, causing the water to move at an alarming speed and it quickly dragged him back under into the darkness.

* * *

><p>End of Chapter One<p>

* * *

><p>If you'd like to submit a character to the story <strong>send me a private message<strong> and in the body include which role(s) you'd like to submit for. If you aren't a registered user on the site, but would like to submit, **send an email to someofthefame at hotmail,** stating which role(s) you'd like. If you don't have an email or aren't sure how _someofthefame_ & _hotmail_ make an email address then I can't help you.  
>Roles I'm looking to fill at the moment are: <span>Trainers, Professors, University President, Kalos Champion, and Detectives<span>. You are welcome to submit more than one character, but they can't be for the same role. Because the form differs slightly depending on which role you'd like I decided not to post the form here or on my profile for the sake of keeping things simple. So once you tell me which role(s) you'd like to submit for I can send you back the form specific for each role. I'm looking forward to your submissions, thank you.


	2. Wallace

**Disclaimer: **_Pokémon _and its related properties are copyrighted to The Pokémon Company and Nintendo, respectively.

* * *

><p><strong>A Yearning for the Mud<br>****Chapter Two - Wallace**

_This is the way the world ends, not with a bang, but a whimper. -T.S. Eliot_

* * *

><p>Wallace stood alone on a balcony that overlooked the verdant garden of Parfum Palace. Its lawn stretched out in front of him as the sun set on the horizon. The grounds basked in the pallid pinks and lurid reds that remained in the sky with wispy shreds of clouds, wasted by the wind, lingering behind.<p>

From the flora bounds of the garden to a shimmering pond under the Palace, attendants maneuvered through hedge mazes, serving guests a vast array of finger foods and champagne. The region's top trainers, professors, and most influential men and women of business lingered around the garden's attractions, a round black fountain, busts of Poké Balls, and perhaps the most grand of its structures, two nearly life-size effigies of Pokémon legends from a foreign region.

It was a subconscious choice to relocate to the balcony, but escaping the garden would ultimately be the best thing for him. Everything about the party below reeked of money and overindulgence, starting with the chosen location. Parfum Palace, a castle built by a long-dead king to flaunt his power and wealth. Wallace couldn't help but think that his father had rented the location for the exact same reason. Sure, the official word was that it was a birthday/welcome home party for the son of his business partner, but he got the impression his father wanted to prove his fortune was as grand as a king's.

He wouldn't blame his father if these parties were thrown in a palatial style for the wellbeing of the guests. Wallace saw no harm is spending money when it was for the benefit of others, but he was sure father did it to benefit his own ego. He might as well have hung a banner outside saying 'look at what my money can buy!' Maybe after achieving enough success for three lifetimes his father was entitled to show it off.

In the realm of trainer technology, devices with the most innovative features were hitting the market every six months, with software updates coming even more frequently, and small advances happening at an even more alarming rate. Articles described it as a time of plateauing greatness, a time that begged for someone to come along and collapse the progressive nature of trainer technology in on itself, pack it neatly into a box, and rocket it into a new dimension. That someone was Arlan Pearce.

Businesses like Silph Co. had a solid lock on producing mobile devices and items to the benefit of trainers and Pokémon, but the growing influence of private inventors couldn't be ignored. Unknown minds were emerging and banding together to bring forth life changing equipment and systems into the Pokémon world, like Bill had done two decades ago. Arlan Pearce had a vision for the future and an inherited fortune at his disposal, so he divided up his wealth to supply the capital needed to produce the inventions of independent creators in bulk and distribute them to the masses.

As a result of Arlan's involvement, the Pokédex was no longer a rare item handed out by professors to aid their research. Instead they became a staple supply item to any trainer looking to have a worthwhile journey. Every trainer was given an item like the PokéGear, PokéNav, Pokétch, and Xtransceiver at the start of their journey and was encouraged to use it often. As the items became more widely known and available the demand for more features skyrocketed. Overtime, smaller inventions were released all in an effort to make trainer's lives easier and give them ways to share their adventures with the world.

Until then, Arlan was merely the man who provided funding, but as his name and services became more widely known he too placed himself into the pool of inventors with the creation of his company Pearce Productions, and the creation of PokéView. With it, trainers were able to record and upload videos of their journey from anywhere in the world. The success of PokéView caused a boost in popularity of the trainer lifestyle and the result of more pre-teens longing to become trainers was that every item distributed by Pearce Productions was in high demand.

Wallace had read too many articles about his dad, ones that called him a business genius and a suited saint of the Pokémon world. While he didn't see eye to eye on everything his father believed in, he couldn't deny that his rise to the world's wealthiest man wasn't brilliant. He became the number one distributor for trainer items, created a program that turned trainer technology into the biggest product in the world, and when every child wanted to become a trainer their parents had only one place to turn, back to him. Wallace was sure he'd read about something similar, a hero's complex or something.

From down below came a faint bout of laughter and glasses clinking. Then a man's voice drifted up to the veranda: "Happy birthday, Drew!"

"Happy birthday." His throat was dry, he'd barely spoken to anyone all evening, and the word came out like a wheeze. He didn't have a glass, but Wallace lifted the corners of his mouth into a pithy smile. He felt disheartened about the party and it made him feel vaguely ashamed. Because regardless of his father's intentions, the ostensible reason was to celebrate his friend's birthday and homecoming. So why wasn't he celebrating with everyone else?

"Have you been here the entire time?"

Wallace pulled away from his thoughts and turned to find the man himself—Arlan Pearce—stepping onto the balcony. He fastened a single button on his white tux jacket and sauntered onto the balcony as if he were there to accept an award. His brown eyes surveyed the balcony as if to make a point that it was empty and therefore saw no reason why anyone would be there instead of at the party.

He didn't answer; doubtful his father cared to hear it. Wallace watched his father move to the balustrade and gaze out over the property as if it were his for eternity, not just a night. "I'm going to offer Andrew a position at Pearce Productions," said Arlan.

"Okay?" he asked, waiting for the other shoe to drop.

"It's the junior executive position," Arlan said in a labored breath as he squinted out over the party.

His lips spread into a smug smile, realizing his father's tone came from having to explain it to him. He'd probably hoped Wallace would glean it for himself without him having to come right out and say he was giving his job to Andrew. To be fair it wasn't exactly his job, but the position as a junior executive at Pearce Productions' main office in Lumiose City had been promised to him years ago and was supposed to start next week.

It wasn't something he'd been looking forward to, he only agreed to it because he'd been groomed for a job with his father for the past eight years. His tenth birthday didn't include a going away party and gifts a new trainer might get; instead he began a home schooling program focused in business and finance. Because what ten year old didn't need to know how to develop a projected growth ratio assessment analysis?

"I'm going to make the announcement before the fireworks," Arlan said.

Wallace fell back into his sour mood of thinking his father spent money just for the sake of spending it. "Fireworks."

"It's a big day." Arlan leaned back against the rail, a smugness creeping into his voice. "He's your best friend, you should be happy for him. He made it through six regions in nine years and every step was documented through my technology. Now he's come back home, in time for his birthday, to start a career with the company that made him a sensation. Cheers." Arlan reached into his inner breast pocket and withdrew a slender black microphone.

Wallace wanted to point out his father wasn't holding a glass, but his mother's voice in the back of his mind kept him quiet, don't upset your father, not now.

There was a faint click from the microphone followed by several thumps as Arlan tested the piece of equipment out. "If I could have your attention. My son and I wanted to thank you all for coming to celebrate with us tonight," Arlan said.

The guests below began to gather at the front of the garden, emerging from the maze of shrubs like children when the street lights came on. Wallace listened as a rumble of applause started below, for what he wasn't sure, his father's presence maybe.

"We're here to celebrate the life and achievements of Andrew Gates. Andrew left Lumiose City nine years ago to start his journey and even though he was only ten, I knew he was going to succeed. But how could he fail? He had the best equipment money could buy." Arlan paused to laugh and the crowd joined in without missing a beat.

"Before his going away party, I wondered, what do you get a ten year old about to embark on a life changing journey?" Arlan said, adding a dramatic pause as if he were facing the same dilemma again. "Then I thought about Andrew's family and of my own son, Wallace."

Wallace jolted up straight and glanced to his father whose eyes were shining with expectancy and lips were spread in a tight smile. There was a light patter of delayed clapping from below, as if the crowd wasn't sure if they should clap and figured it out too late. Despite the derisory ovation, Wallace found himself giving a short wave to the crowd.

"Wallace and Andrew have known each other since they were infants and for the first time in ten years they were going to be separated, the same for Andrew and his parents. So I thought, why not give him something to keep all of them connected?" Arlan said. "I created the PokéView, the most innovative and commercially successful piece of trainer technology in half a decade, and gave it to Andrew. With it he traveled and documented every blade of grass, cave, and stretch of water that Kalos has to offer. His wild battles and gym challenges became instant sensations once they hit the internet and it allowed all of us to remain with Andrew as he embarked on his adventure."

Wallace knew it was more than watching a journey unfold on screen that made Andrew's story a hit, it was Andrew himself. He wasn't any run of the mill trainer, he picked up strategy and skill over the course of his journey. But more than that it was the spectacle of Andrew experiencing the world that made it a joy to watch. He found time to dedicate himself to any group or volunteer organization he came across during his travels, day-care jobs, city tours, junior ranger teams, and every Pokémon rescue mission. No matter what he got himself into it never shook him from his journey, regardless whether it was a few weeks spent searching for a Bug-type or a few days spent fishing up Magikarp. Andrew was also a fool at times, but could afford to be. Like Wallace, he hailed from old money, generations of it. Too many times during his trip he would triumph over a gym leader one minute and then forget which badge he had just won.

Arlan's voice spread through the garden as another wave of applause died away. "Although Andrew didn't become the champion of Kalos, he succeeded in another way. Because of PokéView he became a young hero, a public figure, and a viral hit. So imagine my surprise when I heard that he wouldn't be returning home, instead he decided to set out for other regions, Kanto first. By the time Andrew had collected his eighth badge PokéView was released publicly and the sales were through the roof. Even as every trainer was posting their battles online for the world to see, Andrew always led the pack. We followed him through each of the regions, through every triumph over the course of nine years. Thank you, Andrew." Arlan said with a flourish.

"Thank you for making me filthy rich," Wallace said under his breath before the crowd erupted in another wave of applause and cheers, this time directed at Andrew. He watched as hands jostled Andrew and men in suits clapped their hands on his back.

"And now Andrew is home," Arlan said over the sound of cheering. "But what does a marvel like Andrew do after taking on the world? Well, I'd like to think he'd accept this offer and join me at Pearce Productions as a junior executive and help pave the future for trainer technology. What do you say, Andrew?"

An expected series of gasps and applause followed his father's words and Wallace watched Andrew, not wanting to miss his reaction, but he didn't expect for Andrew to break away from the crowd swarming on him. The party goers seemed to be as confused as he was when Andrew made a beeline for the bridge that connected the Palace to its garden.

The applause that did start quickly faded and then swelled into a roar of murmurs. Wallace watched as Andrew made it to the bridge and he faintly heard someone—Andrew's father maybe—call out his name, to which Andrew barked back a firm: "No!".

Arlan cleared his throat into the mic, bringing the party's focus back to him. "I guess I should have sweetened the deal by offering him my office too."

The crowd erupted into a fit of laughter and Arlan took the opportunity to cut off the mic and turn to Wallace. "Go get your friend," he said.

Wallace heard the anger in the bellow of his voice and nodded before he headed back to the doorway. "I'll go find him," he said.

He'd been dragged to the Palace by his father several times leading up to the party, but hadn't noticed the splendor and wealth that oozed from every inch of the halls. Enameled walls, gilded chandeliers, gold plated suits of armor, ivory and ebony tiles on the staircase. He was admiring the detail of a golden painting frame when he found Andrew in the Palace lobby, sharing a platform with the statue of a serpentine Pokémon.

His head was hung, but his back was straight and every follicle of his platinum blond hair seemed to be in place. He hunched over, but his tuxedo remained creased in the right angles and didn't seem to bunch up anywhere. Rather than a party runaway he looked like a temperamental model on the break from a shoot. Even distraught, his moony friend looked the picture of aristocracy.

"Did they send you to bring me back?" Andrew asked, peering out at him from the corner of his eye.

Wallace considered a witty comeback, but something in Andrew's voice told him it wasn't the time for jokes. "Let me guess, you don't want to work at PP," Wallace said as he eased down onto the Milotic's platform.

"What the hell was that?" Andrew asked as he raised his head, Wallace could see a potent mixture of anger and confusion. "That job is yours, has been for as long as I can remember, and now he wants to hand it to me?"

"He told me just before the announcement," Wallace said, as if it was a consolation.

"Well I don't want it," Andrew said, restating what Wallace had already gleaned. "And I'm done doing work for him. I spent nine years out there, you can't imagine what that was like."

Wallace smiled and dropped his gaze to his hands, his fingers fiddling nervously with each other. "I watched every one of your streams," he said. "I have an idea."

"But what isn't on those streams is how much I missed home, my mom and dad," Andrew said. "I stayed with strangers and they were great, but it made me realize just how much I missed Lumiose. I missed sleeping in my own bed, my family, I missed you."

"So he's reason you didn't come home after the league?" he asked.

"Yeah," Andrew said. "PokéView was getting major release sales, but he didn't think it would last through the first year. He called Kanto's professor and told him I was interested in taking the challenge. My flight was paid for and when I got there I had all new equipment, the professor let me choose a starter and I got set up with a host family."

"Well, you're home now," Wallace said. "For good?"

"Well he offered me a job here, so yeah I'm guessing he doesn't have any plans to send me back out there. Unless he pulls a seventh region out of his ass and wants me to trek it for the sales of PokéView," Andrew said.

* * *

><p>After spending what felt like the better half of an hour in the lobby, Wallace had somehow managed to convince Andrew to rejoin the party, a feat he wasn't able to convince himself to undertake for another thirty minutes.<p>

By the time he'd made it into the garden the sun had sank below the tree line and a purple to blue gradient blanketed the sky.

He wandered around the entrance of the yard, not wanting to delve much deeper into the party than necessary, and noticed a small band had formed at the entrance of the hedges, backdropped by a wall of roses. Composed entirely of string and wind instruments, the performers were in the middle of a slow tune that had the party guests dancing in pairs.

Wallace's first instinct – after distancing himself away from dancing couples – was to find Andrew, but he didn't find him as much as stumble upon him as his eyes were drawn to Andrew's dancing partner first, or rather her voice.

Barely audible over the soft chords the small orchestra was producing was her airy song. Wallace followed his ears and found a girl in an electric blue cocktail dress draped in Andrew's arms. Her short legs were bent and looked like they were barely holding her up, like she might collapse into a pile if Andrew's hands were to suddenly disappear from their place below her hips.

Her hair was shock white and seemed to be dyed to perfection as light blue streaks converged together at the start of a high ponytail. Her hair ended just above the back of her knees and swayed left and right as she teetered on a pair of black heels. Her arms were tucked in between her and Andrew with one hand rubbing lines into the back of his hair while the other traced the line of his jaw. Their eyes bored into each other like they might be the only two at the party while the girl's mouth opened and closed rhythmically, producing a sound not unlike the violin's as she sang.

The more he focused, Wallace could make out the words to Happy Birthday, but it didn't sound like any Happy Birthday he'd ever heard. Her lips moved slowly and precisely as they formed each syllable and breathed sound into every word that dribbled off her lips like a secret.

His first thought was that Andrew ran into her and convinced her for to dance, but the more he watched the more Wallace came to realize the girl was probably the one to initiate this meeting. Just by looking at her Wallace could tell she was some kind of performer and she'd chosen everything to make it the perfect moment.

The sky was wringing out the last bits of sunshine and starlight was bleeding through the atmosphere. The music swelled in the background and here she was, standing out in her blue dress amongst the crowd of old women and men in all black, a radiant sapphire against a dark background. Wallace could see it in the way her hips moved that she was leading the dance and Andrew was simply along for the ride and by the way she finished her song, her lips trembling against his ear, he could only guess when and where that ride might end.

A pair of fingers snapping in his face startled Wallace out of his trance and alerted him to the fact he wasn't alone. Andrew's father, Charles, stood beside him, practically the spitting image of Andrew only older with years of stress etched into his face. But without it Charles could have been Andrew's older brother, same hair so blond it could only be natural, same well-defined features and angles to their faces. Rather than a mirror it must have been like looking into a time machine for Andrew.

"Oh, hi Mr. Gates," Wallace said. "I'm sorry, I – I zoned out for a minute." Wallace looked back to where Andrew had been and found the spot empty and wondered just how long he had been staring.

"Her name's Azalea," Charles said, with his arm out and pointing towards the bridge.

Wallace followed it and found Andrew and the girl, Azalea, as part of a small circle by the water. She must have said something hilarious because everyone around her was doubled over in stitches. "You know her?" He asked.

"No," Charles sighed. "I was trying to get Andrew to apologize to your dad, but she walked up, introduced herself, and before I knew it the two of them were gone."

Wallace's mouth fell into a hard flat line, he was right; she sought Andrew out and was doing whatever she could to keep him to herself. Even standing as part of a group she had linked arms with him, some kind of territorial message to the other girls in the circle.

"Cheer up, Wallace, it's a party." Charles nudged Wallace with his elbow, again bringing him back out of his thoughts.

"I know a total of three people here," Wallace said, dryly.

"Never a bad time to make new friends." Charles rolled forward onto the tips of his toes and scanned the party guests. "I'm sure there's someone around to kill time with."

Although he wasn't locked inside his head again, Wallace hadn't taken his eyes off Andrew and Azalea. "I haven't seen him in nine years, but he's still my best friend, he's home, and it's his birthday. So why aren't I happy?"

Charles clamped a hand down into the back of Wallace's neck and gave it a good squeeze. "I don't know, but your dad went through a lot of trouble for this party and I'd hate to leave you standing here knowing you won't move an inch and you won't enjoy this special night. You don't realize how lucky you are, so many young men and women would kill to live a day in your life and you're standing here, like you've got it so bad."

"Is that the speech you gave Andrew before you told him to apologize?" Wallace raised a skeptical eyebrow to Charles.

Charles grinned and let out a hearty chuckle as he squeezed the nape of Wallace's neck again. "I changed a few words around, but pretty much!"

"Well thanks for trying." Wallace sighed and shrugged off his hand before he walked away. "But I think I'm going to leave, enjoy the party Mr. Gates. Tell Andrew I said happy birthday."

Wallace didn't hear Charles' reply over the sound of the band as he moved further away and walked the long way to avoid being seen by Andrew as he made his way to the bridge.

* * *

><p>A different kind of teenager might have left one party to attend another, but Wallace found himself desperately wanting to return home. It didn't take long, after a call to his father's escort and a short flight on the back of a large brown bird Pokémon, Wallace laid across his bed in Lumiose, eyes focused on the moon. It was full and seemed as gigantic as ever as it hung in the sky outside his window, looking close enough for him to reach out and scratch its surface. The air had to be unusually clear for him to be able to see the moon so clearly. Lying prone on his bed, bathed in its wan light, he could see every ridge and crater on the fat satellite.<p>

A dull hum and a vibrating sensation against his hips snapped him out of his lunar trance as he wiggled around and pulled his phone out from under him. Warm from his body heat, Wallace unlocked the screen which then flooded his room with artificial light, putting the moon's illumination to shame.

NEW MESSAGE FROM DREW

Squinting, Wallace clicked the prompt and small box appeared at the top of his screen with just a single word in it, _outside_. Wallace crawled up on his bed and peered down out his window, expecting to find Andrew down below, but the alley that his room overlooked was deserted.

Despite a late summer chill in the air, Wallace rolled out of bed in just a t-shirt and shorts, and padded across his room. He wasn't sure what time it was, but surely several hours had passed since he left the party and his sleeping pill addict of a father was most likely out for the count.

Wallace climbed down a flight of stairs that led to the house's foyer, a pristine hall of textured white tiles and cream colored walls. Wallace passed grand portraits of his dead relatives and other stuffy looking men and women he didn't know until he reached the front door. He peered through the peephole and sure enough Andrew stood just outside, bouncing up and down on the balls of his feet, his head whipping side to side.

Wallace kept his eyes on his friend as he undid each of the locks on the door and then opened it to let Andrew in. "What's up?"

"Hey," Andrew said, bringing the scent of the night air with him as he stepped inside. "Where's your dad?"

"Asleep probably," Wallace said, fighting back a yawn. "Why, what's up? It's the middle of the night."

"He threatened my dad." Andrew walked to the base of the stairs before he turned on his heel and paced back to the door.

"What?" Wallace asked, standing to the side, watching Andrew's nervous gait.

Andrew's pace quickened and his turns became sharper. "He threatened to take away his job, sue him, and take everything we have if he went any further with it."

"What? Drew, what? Any further with what? You're not making sense, sit down." Wallace gestured to the staircase and reached to place a hand on Andrew's shoulder.

Andrew threw his arms up, knocking Wallace's hand off before he took a step back and raised his hand to Wallace. "Don't touch me," he said, his tone implying a warning. Andrew took a moment to breath that seemed to calm him physically and his eyes locked onto a spot on the floor. "Did you know about this?"

Wallace kept his hands in front of him, not wanting to upset Andrew any more. "I don't know what you're talking about."

"I'm talking about your dad!" Andrew's hand vanished into his pocket and came out with a small piece of plastic in his fist.

"What's that?"

"A flash drive," Andrew said, gripping the black drive with just his fingers to show it off. "Everything your dad has been doing is on here, tell me you don't know anything about his business."

"Of course I know about the business, but I – I still don't understand what's happening."

"Your dad, he's a thief! That's what's happening. He's been stealing money from all the little companies that hire Pearce Productions. You want your Pokédex made in bulk or you want your Pokétch shipped to another region? Pay your dad to do it! He'll make you pay this ridiculous price and they'll make it, but at half the cost he told you and the money that's left over, your dad keeps!"

"What?"

"I have the proof, Wallace!" Andrew shook his hand holding the drive in the air. "I wanted my dad to talk to him about it, get him to come clean and make things right, but he threatened to sue him if he went public with it. But if he keeps quiet he gets a promotion, that's how I know I'm right. That job he offered me today, that was part of the deal."

"Drew, you're wrong. My dad can't be – it's not possible that he's stealing money."

"Why are you defending him? You don't even like him," Andrew said, his face scrunching in confusion as he looked Wallace up and down.

"I'm not defending him, I just can't believe what you're saying is true." Even with just pale moonlight illuminating the foyer Wallace could see the lines of Andrew's face hardening in frustration. The corrugation on the plains of his face made him age several years and that much more frightening in the twilight.

"Deny it, fine. But if your dad doesn't admit it and come clean I'm going to the police." Andrew brushed past Wallace and started up the staircase. "He doesn't scare me."

"Why are you doing this, what did he do to you?" Wallace asked, his voice barely above a whimper. "Because he kept you away from home? Because of what you told me earlier?"

"That's not it," Andrew said before he turned and looked back down the steps. "But when I was out there I met so many people who live and breathe their inventions, who bet on someone like your dad to come along and see what they're worth. Knowing that he's ripping these hardworking people off makes me sick. Just look at the party he threw for me, I mean, we partied in a castle, Wallace. All the things he's been able to do came at the cost of other people's livelihood."

"You're acting like I asked for any of this," Wallace said. "When have I ever wanted to be a part of my father's business, I would have killed to go on an adventure like you, but I had to stay here and learn the business from the ground up. There wasn't any other choice for me."

Andrew remained like a statue on the staircase, half of his body blotted out by darkness, but Wallace was sure he could see his eyes shining in the gloom, boring holes into him.

Wallace dropped his gaze to the first step and sighed. "Say something."

"That's why I can't believe you—why I can't trust you—you're just like him," Andrew said. "We knew everything about each other before I left, but I changed out there. Hell, I changed from just a few hours ago, because now I have a responsibility to stand up for the people who've been robbed by your dad and are too afraid to do it themselves. Nine years ago, would you ever have imagined I'd be this person today?"

"No," Wallace said quietly.

"So then you can understand why I can't put my faith in you to help me do the right thing," Andrew said. "Being out in the world, relying on the kindness of strangers, and the friends I made along the way. I know how that changed me. So I can only imagine how being under your dad's wing changed you. You've probably learned every trick he had to teach you so you could take his place someday."

"I don't care about the company, Drew!" Wallace said. "How can you say that, when have I ever wanted to be a part of it?"

"I'm not sure, but I'm not sure about anything anymore," Andrew said as he raised the flash drive again. "Except for what I saw out there. But if you want to prove to me you're not like him, that you're not okay with this, then help me." Andrew took a step down and extended his hand with the drive resting in his palm to Wallace.

"I can't," Wallace said without thinking, his eyes locked on the drive.

Andrew's hand clamped shut on the flash drive, the muscles in his arm tensing as he tightened his fist. "Why not?" He asked, anger flaring in his voice.

"What if you're right, what will happen to us?" Wallace asked.

"You'll probably lose everything." Andrew's words came without thought or any trace of emotion.

"You'd be okay with that?" Wallace croaked.

"I'm not okay with your dad stealing millions from innocent people! You shouldn't be either. I hate to think that you'd lose your home, but what your dad's doing isn't right. I'm sorry, but I can't let it go." Andrew shook his fist, closed tightly around the flash drive, at Wallace. "If I let these people continue to be robbed I'm no better than him."

With that Andrew turned and climbed up the steps and Wallace trotted up the staircase after him, his hand shooting out and latching onto the crook of Andrew's arm. "Wait!"

Andrew snatched his arm back and whipped around on Wallace who took a cautious step back down the stairs. Maybe it was Andrew's position above him on the stairs, or the fury in his eyes, but Wallace's throat tightened around any words he might have said. Instead he watched Andrew turn and climb the last stretch of steps before he rushed him. Wallace darted up the steps and shot his hand out like a snake and ripped the flash drive from Andrew's hand. Without thinking he kept going, only getting a few steps ahead before Andrew rammed him.

Their shoulders hit first and the blow knocked Wallace off his feet. Andrew put all of his weight into Wallace and both boys hit the stairs, the hard edges digging into Wallace's chin and chest once he hit. Andrew rolled and latched onto the back of Wallace's shirt before he shook him, harmlessly at first, but then Wallace's head hit the steps with a flash of white pain across his vision.

"Give it back!" Andrew said with a mouth full of spit that sprayed the back of Wallace's neck and his ear before he pressed him back onto the stairs.

Andrew shifted his weight from straddling Wallace and rolled him over. Once on his back, Wallace's arm shot up and the bottom of his palm connected with Andrew's jaw. Andrew's mouth snapped shut, his teeth digging up into the bottom of his tongue, he then reared back and groaned in pain before his head whipped back and forth.

In the brief moment of respite Wallace took note of his empty palm, the flash drive had fallen from his grasp when they hit. Wallace craned his neck around and spotted the drive laying two steps up. He stretched and his fingers grazed the edge of the drive as he tried to scoot it closer.

Before Wallace could get his hand around it, Andrew's arm stretched overhead and he snatched the flash drive off the step. Wallace turned back in time for Andrew to land a punch to his temple. Wallace's head jerked to the side on impact and then slowly wheeled back around to center. When he did, Andrew shifted his position, still astride, and pressed his fists to Wallace's chest.

Again, Wallace's hands shot up, this time he hooked both of them into the pits under Andrew's arms and tried to force them up, but soon realized his mistake as Andrew brought his arms down and trapped his hands. Before he saw it a fist came back around and beamed him on the other side of his head.

Wallace recoiled from the wallop that struck bone below his eye. In his daze, Wallace realized the hold on his hands had slackened and his yanked back before Andrew noticed. Free of the grip he pushed against Andrew's shoulder that faced him and managed to give the boy a good shove that caused him to tumble onto his side.

Wallace lunged and managed to get his hands around the drive, and with a jerk, tried to pull it from Andrew's hands. Andrew's grip on the drive tightened and Wallace only managed to pull Andrew into a sitting position.

Both upright they continued to struggle for the drive before Andrew threw his weight into Wallace and knocked him back. They were wriggling against the steps, struggling for dominance with four hands wrapped around the drive before Andrew pried away Wallace's hands.

On top, Andrew shifted into a vertical position and slowly untangled his legs from Wallace's as he stood. He looked to his fist, the flash drive sat firmly in the palm of his hand.

Wallace remained still, except for his heaving chest with his arms hovering above his face, in fear of another blow. "Drew, don't do this. You're going to ruin my family."

"Your dad tried to ruin mine first," Andrew said, out of breath. He took a large step, moving to step past Wallace, but hooked his foot in the crook of Wallace's arm and missed the step. The bottom of his shoe connected with the edge of the step and slipped off. Andrew lost his balance and was pin-wheeling, staggering and stomping back. One foot came crashing down on Wallace's thigh and the other dinged him in the back of the head as Andrew's hands grasped for stability.

Wallace watched in shock as Andrew gripped the railing, but didn't stop. Instead his body continued to fall back while his arm remained in place on the rail, twisting and cracking before he released his hold on it. Andrew was still trying to get his balance when his foot hit the step at an angle and Wallace watched as his leg flew up and away from the steps in an exaggerated slapstick version of slipping on a banana peel.

"Wallace!"

His eyes widened as they took in the sight of Andrew drifting back, his body falling into a block of moonlight that irradiated the horror on his face as he began to tilt.

Wallace was reminded of a time he fell down the steps at Andrew's house. He tumbled down the steps, bounced between the wall and the railing like a pinball before he rolled to the floor. He'd been in pain, but it was kind of funny and he and Andrew shared a good laugh afterwards. But this wasn't the same. Still yelling his name, Andrew fell back, his head was angled to connect first and hit the step with a solid thunk before his body crumbled into a ball and rolled over backwards. He bashed against the wall, the steps, and the railing before he toppled off the steps and sprawled onto the floor, his head smacking the tile like a rubber ball.

* * *

><p>End of Chapter Two<p>

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN: <em>**I'm so amazed at the interest this story got in readers and submissions off just the first chapter.I'm still taking in submissions and will keep the first chapter updated with which roles I'm looking to fill at any particular time (I'm still in need of a Kalos Champion).We had just one debut in this chapter, **Azalea**, who was submitted by **ChibiMuffehnz27. **I noticed a few other authors doing questions of the chapter and thought I'd give it a try and pose questions for you all to answer as a way to get feedback on certain events in the story, so...

**Question of the Chapter #1: Do you think Wallace was right or wrong for trying to stop Andrew? Why?**

Would love to see your responses, also I'd appreciate feedback about chapter length. This chapter came in at about 6.5k words, would you prefer longer or shorter chapters (it won't affect update frequency)?


	3. He's Dead

**Disclaimer: **_Pokémon _and its related properties are copyrighted to The Pokémon Company and Nintendo, respectively.

* * *

><p><strong>A Yearning for the Mud<br>****Chapter Three – He's Dead**

_There is nothing to escape from and nothing to escape to.  
><em>_One is always alone. - T.S. Eliot_

* * *

><p><em><strong>SMACK! <strong>_The sound of Andrew slamming onto the floor reverberated through the foyer before it died into a low hum, like a room full of hands had clapped in concert. The sound of flesh and bone against glazed stone rumbled in the back of Wallace's mind. Even as time ticked away after the fall, it replayed in his mind, Andrew's unmanned face as he lost balance, the angle of his fall, the contorted form his body took as it hit each step, and finally his broken shape on the floor.

Wallace remained still on the steps, his eyes darting to something dark around Andrew's head. A halo of blood or the arc of a shadow? He couldn't bring himself to move to find out.

"Wallace, what did you do?"

Wallace craned his head to find his father at the top of the steps. His mouth opened to answer, but no words came, only airy sounds as his lips moved aimlessly. His head slowly turned until his eyes fell on Andrew and his breathing escalated to the point of his chest expanding and contracting rapidly. Sharp and heavy puffs of air shot from Wallace's mouth in the absence of words. He began to shake then, his hands jittered in his lap and even clutching his knees couldn't cease the tremors.

"No, oh no, no," Arlan said, making his way down the steps. He paused at the foot of the staircase and inched around Andrew before he moved to check his pulse. He kept a hand to his neck and his body slacked as he observed Andrew's position on the floor. "He's dead." Arlan looked up to his son with wide eyes. "Wallace, the police are on their way. I heard loud voices, I thought someone broke in so I called them. If they see him like this."

Each second Wallace stared down at Andrew it was like he was witnessing the scene for the first time and everything intensified. His blank eyes glossed over as the summer's night suddenly felt much colder and not even his trembling could keep him warm. Wallace shuddered as his heartbeat thumped away in his chest, the vibrations racking through his body and pulsating through the veins in his eyes.

Arlan raced back up the steps and stopped short to clamp his hands down on Wallace's shoulders. "Listen to me, Wallace! If the police get here and see him, dead, in our home, do you know what that means?" Arlan violently shook his son when he got no response. "Wallace! Answer me!"

Wallace allowed himself to be shaken like a rag doll, his head bouncing as if he lacked a neck bone. "It was an accident," Wallace whispered. "I didn't mean to kill her."

"Her?" Arlan asked, staring down into his son's eyes, partially covered by dirty blond hair.

"I didn't mean to kill him," Wallace said, his voice still barely audible.

"I know, I know you didn't. Accidents happen, son. You would never." Arlan said as he rubbed his hands up and down Wallace's arms. "But you can't be here when they get here, okay? I made the call, I have to talk to the police." Arlan grabbed Wallace under his arms and attempted to get him to stand, but Wallace could barely keep his legs under him long enough to stand on his own.

"Andrew," Wallace said. "Andrew?"

"I'll call his dad, tell him what happened, we'll figure this out. But I don't want the police involved until we talk to Charles. Until I talk to Charles. Wallace, you cannot be here for this." Arlan urged and pulled Wallace to his feet again, this time supporting him and walking back up the stairs. "Wallace, go!"

Wallace stumbled forward after his father pushed him away from the stairs and managed to stagger a few steps before he dove for the ground. He landed on his hands and knees before he slowly rose to his feet again, standing long enough to wobble into his bedroom.

"He's dead. Andrew's dead," Wallace muttered. "He's dead, because of me, I killed him. A killer. Murderer. I'm a murderer. No!" Wallace snapped his head to the right, glaring at something over his shoulder. "It was an accident! Accidents happen all the time, an accident. He fell, I didn't push him. I didn't help him. I killed him."

He stood unsteadily in the center of his room, his eyes falling on his computer where he watched Andrew's journey via PokéView. The closet they would use as base for hide and seek, the television and gaming consoles they spent hours playing on, the spot where they said their goodbyes nine years ago. The room spun around him as memories and the realization of what he'd done sunk in.

Without further thought Wallace launched into action. He first dove for his closet and yanked a large black duffel bag out from under a pile of shoes. Wallace ripped drawers out of his dresser and grabbed handfuls of whatever his eyes fell on before he shoved them into the bag. He swung the duffel on top of his dresser and gathered armfuls of whatever was there to stuff inside next. He whirled around, hands running frantically through his thick hair as he searched for what to take with him next, but the more he thought the less clear his mind became and the only thing he could think about was the time he was wasting.

He leapt towards his closet again and jammed his feet into the first pair of shoes he found. He tore several pieces of clothing off hangers and returned to his duffel, jamming them inside before he tugged the zipper closed over the now bulging bag.

Wallace slung the bag's strap over his chest just as lights of cool blue and searing red flashed through his window while sirens whooped at irregular intervals. Wallace watched in stillness as the lights intensified for a moment and then gradually dimmed.

He moved to the window and leaned out, attempting to get an idea of how high up he was. However high his bedroom was, the distance from his window to the ground looked jumpable. Wallace leaned back in and punched his duffel, maybe if he threw it down and landed on it it'd be just enough to cushion the fall. He looked back out the window and reminded himself it was stone below, and it was probably just enough to break his legs if he fell wrong.

His gaze shifted to the left and fell on a large green dumpster a few yards away from his window. With a black lid to keep the smell contained, the can probably stood as tall as him. Wallace slipped the strap of his duffel bag off and tossed it from the window. It hit the dumpster lid with a soft _**thud **_and bounced off_**,**_ watching it fall made him slightly nervous about making it to the can.

A series of low voices downstairs reinforced Wallace's decision. He climbed halfway out of the window and tightened his grip on the sill before he brought his other leg out. His body dropped instantly, but he pressed the tips of his shoes to the wall outside, slowly himself down. Car doors were shutting with force not far from him and he could hear gruff voices around his home.

The thought that someone might spot him as they patrolled the perimeter crossed his mind, but he quickly pushed it aside to focus on his distance from the dumpster. It looked even closer now and Wallace started to swing his body, left and right. Slowly at first, afraid a sudden movement would cause him to slip, he picked up speed, his body swinging closer to the dumpster at the swing's height.

Feeling his fingers go numb against the sill, Wallace swung harder and let his legs fly out before he let go. He thought the drop would happen instantly, but at first there was nothing but empty air. He shifted his body weight, putting his upper body first, just in time to hit the edge of the dumpster. The impact was a giant blow to the gut and his legs swung down after, slamming against the sides.

Without anything to grab onto but slick plastic, Wallace slid off the dumpster and fell to the alley. While the pain throbbed and radiated through him, Wallace struggled to his feet and retrieved his bag. He hobbled to the end of the alley as the pain subsided and peered around the corner to find his street filled with officers.

Three squad cars were parked outside his front door with numerous officers standing around. As he eyed the avenue he realized it had never looked so wide. Closed businesses and other homes lined the street with stone walkways and greenery partitioning them. Before Wallace had a chance to come up with a plan on getting past the officers, he was lit up from behind.

"Hey, you!"

Wallace turned and was blinded by a light, beyond it he could barely make out a figure coming towards him. As with most of his decisions lately, Wallace took off in a full sprint without thinking.

There were noises behind him before a red beam lit up with the alley and the clip-clop of hooves echoed on stone. Wallace darted out into the avenue, catching the eye of the officers who'd been alerted by the shouting, and peered over his should to see an officer mounting a large steed cloaked in cerise flames.

"Stop him!"

Wallace turned and sprinted across the avenue, the officer in pursuit charged after him, rocketing across the avenue at a dead gallop. Once on the other side Wallace darted into another small alley and easily maneuvered its short curves and turns even in the low light. He glanced back just once, but couldn't see the glow of the Pokémon's mane, figuring it wasn't able to keep its speed in a narrow alley. He continued to make his way through the alleyway maze, following a map from memory on how to make it to the other side. He thought about slowing to better navigate the alleys and avoid hitting a dead end, but although he couldn't see the officers chasing him, he could still hear them in the distance.

He never traveled Lumiose at night and now, on the run from police, he felt more isolated in his city than ever. He never ventured outside his home much other than for business meetings his father dragged him to, and he didn't know too many people in the city. There was a small list of people he could turn to, but no one close enough to understand his problem. As he ran around a long curve at the end of an alley, a thought occurred to him.

He was alone. Even at a late hour the city was alive, music and voices could be heard through the walls and vendors were still working on the boulevard, but none of it could comfort him. The sun had abandoned its post in the sky long ago and vanished below the skyline, off to brighten someone else's day. The moon was no where in sight and the stars, as usual, were overshadowed by the lights of Lumiose. The city's landmark shone the brightest and lent its ashen light to a young man as he sprinted through the city's dank alleyways. Stone, licked wet by rainfall, squelched under his shoes as he pumped his legs harder, the sounds of barking, squealing tires, and sirens all urging him to run faster.

A headlight flashed across the wall above him just as he darted out into a plaza. The moment he stopped moving the exhaustion took over. He hunched over, hands on his knees, as his lungs cried out for air. He raised his head in search of a place to hide and found nothing but an obelisk in the center of the plaza's field.

"Water." His head bobbed side to side, trying to focus in on the bubbling sound of running water.

His leg muscles throbbed in protest as he ran across the plaza and around a short curve into an avenue. He stopped in the middle of a stone bridge that connected the halves of the residential avenue, and turned to face the tower. While the waters leading to Lumiose's sewers churned under him he weighed his options, would Clemont be of any help or would hiding there make this into a bigger mess?

Before he had time to give it any further thought, a pair of lights emerged from around the corner leading to another plaza. He recoiled from the beams and moved to turn back when another set of lights emerged, blocking his path.

Panic filled him as he raised his arms to block the lights. He took a cautious step back, but froze hearing the unmistakeable sound of a Poké Ball being opened. He threw a glance over his shoulder in time to see a vibrant red beam shatter the darkness and form into a fiendish figure he couldn't quite recognize.

"Put your hands behind your head and get down on your knees!"

He flinched at the sound of a man's voice, magnified by a speaker, and nearly complied out of instinct, but his fear kept him frozen in place.

The four figures around him slowly tightened and more Poké Balls were launched and more Pokémon, of varying shapes and sizes, joined his pursuers along the edge of the avenue. A ball breaking open on the pavement just a few yards from him made him shudder and think to take off running, but he realized they had blocked him from escaping.

"Vileplume, use Sleep Powder."

Over the sound of his ragged breathing he heard a soft **_pop_ **in the air and what felt like snow began to dust his arms. Although he had no where to go he backed up to the edge of the bridge and brought his arm across his nose.

"Wartortle, Water Gun!"

He whipped around to his left just in time for the gush of water to hit him, legs first. He moaned as the impact knocked him off balance, the rubber of his shoes slipped on the wet stone and he toppled over. His chest smacked the bridge before the stream of water pushed him over the edge to the icy black water below.

Panic flooded his mind and before he could manage to get his feet under him he hit the water at a slant. A shotgun blast of pain exploded through his right ankle, and his chest, still throbbing from the fall, hit the water like a cannonball. His sight vanished as he sunk and the water snaked into his nose and gagged him, trying desperately to fill his lungs.

He struggled to breach the surface as his throat tied itself into a knot. Voices ripped through the roar and slush of the water while his veins thundered with pumping blood as his body craved air. He flailed in the water, trying to find the surface, but everything was dark and cold, up was right and down was left; everything a maze of confusion.

He whirled around, the sound of Pokémon moving in the water around him suddenly became as frightening as the thought that he might drown. While he struggled to right himself the water pushed and pulled him, to where he didn't know until he was slammed against a row of metal bars.

He coughed out the last of his air as his head broke the surface. He sputtered as a pair of glowing eyes attached to a serpentine body fell on him further down the canal. "Please," he cried. He stopped resisting the water and let it push him back when he noticed his arm and shoulder slipped through a gap. He turned himself over, going with the current that pressed him harder against the bars and realized there was a sizable gap.

Angling his body and using the push of the water he attempted to squeeze through the bars. Thin as he was, he sucked in his stomach and pushed himself as hard as he could to fit. The cold metal bars might as well have been mountains threatening to break his ribs as he pushed harder.

A cry of desperation flew out from between his lips as he recalled a distant memory from his childhood. He'd dropped a ball behind his mother's dresser and was able to reach it, but not by pulling it out from the side. Rather than find another way to retrieve it, he continued to tug and pull the ball out and realized that by twisting and turning it the ball somehow came lose.

Imagining himself as simply stuck between two things, rather than trapped in a life or death situation, he twisted his body the best he could while tilting forward. To his surprise the bar against his chest shifted down against his ribs and he felt the pressure ease as his lower body slipped through.

Despite his best efforts to remain above water, beyond the bars the canal opened wider and deeper, causing the water to move at an alarming speed and it quickly dragged him back under into the darkness.

Wallace managed to get in one pitiable breath of air before the water pulled him under, but his body still craving oxygen ate it up instantly. Panic burned in his chest, completely under the black water he lost all sense of direction again. The current pulled at his duffel, now soaked through and working in tandem with the water to drown him.

His head struck something, stone perhaps, a blow that sent pain through his body like an electrical shock that numbed his limbs. He tried to right himself and go with the flow, but against the current every move he made was convulsive and weak. Nearly out of air his throat dilated, searching for air that simply didn't exist. The band of his duffel bag cut into his chest as his oxygen-hungry heart pounded increasingly fast, a fist on his caging ribs.

A sudden lurch forward, an increase in the water's speed, and he slammed against a pair of bars. Everything was black, but his spastic fingers groped around his chest until they found the strap and traced along it. His bag had already gone through the bars and was pulling on him like a child tugging along a parent.

Straining against the current, Wallace turned and attempted the same trick to squeeze through the bars. He tilted his body forward and back and managed to get his upper chest through, but the hard part was getting over his ribs. The bag's strap was thick and laying across his chest it added just padding to make twisting through the gap nearly impossible. He struggled to move the strap up to his neck, it hadn't been a problem before, and as he adjusted the strap up the water tugged at the bag and the strap sawed his throat.

Wallace twisted and turned, forcing his body through as his throat made low popping noises and his chest became a starburst of pain after the pressure of the bars. Beyond the bars was much like the last stretch of canal, the water was faster and more vicious than before.

The last air he held in his lungs bubbled from his lips and he tumbled in the water. His mind darkened and detached from its body of pain, up and away to the star's playground where he watched himself: a slave to the current, a puppet cut from its strings, an hier tumbling through his city's sewer system.

From his detached plane he started to drift to a farther place when his body smashed through the water, surfacing like a clumsy whale. His mind was far away, but his body, aching for air, snapped its mouth open and sucked in one giant lungful before his duffel tugged him down again.

As his consciousness drifted back into place a distant memory hit him: _Hang on, baby. Hang on! _His mother's voice cut through the slush of water and brought light to the void. Without warning, or expectation, his body cut through the water again and gulped down another mouthful of air. The throbbing pain of deprivation eased and his mind began to function again, sewing itself back into place, but he couldn't count for a random breath of air if he was going to survive. Although he'd probably spent less than a few minutes in the water his clothes and shoes were waterlogged and felt like chains wrapping around him, all connected to his anchor.

He made a jerk upwards to try for air. He found it, but his breath was cut short as his forehead connected with stone above. The impact sent him reeling back and he gagged on the dank water around him. He sputtered, wasting precious air in the process, while his anchor sank and took him down with it. But the water's current moved differently, flowing slowly down and out.

Wallace dared to open his eyes and through the gunk and moisture on his lashes he caught sight of the moon and sucked in fresh air before he sank into the water again. The current was gentle here and although his anchor was sinking, whatever water he'd landed in wasn't deep enough to drown him.

A cry of relief came from his lips as he felt the tension and pain fade from his body. Exhaustion took over and he let himself float, aimlessly, while he fantasized about the moon casting its glow on him.

* * *

><p>Wallace shot up, cold water stung in his nostrils and matted hair against his forehead. He hunched over and coughed water from his mouth, pinching and then blowing air out of his nose. There was movement at his side and Wallace wiped water from his eyes before he noticed a small creature standing there.<p>

It looked like an oversized lizard, bland in color with a oblong head and large eyes blinking at him. Upon being noticed, the creature let out a frightened gasp, but rather than run away its skin began to change. Patches at a time blended with the surroundings until it became see through and Wallace found himself looking at the room where it once stood.

His eyes fell to a jagged red stripe that floated in mid-air before he reached for it. The creature instantly appeared in the same spot, its skin returning to his base color slowly before it ran away. It didn't make it very far, while looking back to Wallace, it failed to notice a closed door and ran into it at full speed.

A wooden bucket clattered to the floor beside Wallace, causing him to jolt forward and throw a look over his shoulder. Another creature stood there, much taller than the previous, hovered over Wallace with dark paws covering its mouth as it let out a sinister sounding laugh.

Startled and shivering, Wallace gripped the material under him as he scanned his surroundings. He was laying on a pile of blankets on the floor of a sparsely decorated room. A small kitchen sat in one corner and led off into a series of shelves and a small entertainment system along the same wall. The only other furniture in the room was a large wooden table with a few stools pushed in around it.

The dark creature crouched down beside Wallace who backed up further from it. Its entire body was covered in dark fur and a wild tuff of red hair fell down its back. Wallace couldn't help but eye its sharp red claws before they locked gazes.

Wallace scanned the room for a weapon when the only door in the room opened. The door scooted aside the fallen creature and a woman's head peered through the gap, looking down at what the door was stuck on. "Marston, what are you doing down there?" she asked.

Wallace watched carefully as she stepped inside, she was of average height dressed in workout clothes, a tank top, shorts, and tennis shoes. Her skin was unnaturally dark, evidenced by a series of tan lines he spotted on her thighs and shoulders. Dripping with sweat, her riotous hair was wooden brown and stopped below her jawline.

"I don't know why I asked, not like he can tell me." The woman scooped up the fallen creature and carried him to the table where she laid him down before she turned her attention to Wallace. "Finally up, huh?" she asked as she placed her hands on her hips and her eyes seemed to size him up.

Wallace ran his eyes down her body from head to toe. Her age was impossible to figure out, she looked mature, but at the same time youthful and her body was well-defined, running from her would probably not work out in his favor. He looked to the door she came through, other than a window, it was the only way out and there was still the fox-looking beast beside him. Wallace peered at the creature beside him who was still watching him.

"You don't have to run, we're not dangerous."

Wallace froze and brought his eyes back to the woman. Without realizing it he'd gotten his legs under him, now in a crouched position, ready to take off. His next thought was the bucket. Wallace's eyes darted to the fallen wooden bucket and thought about smashing it and using one of the pieces as a weapon.

"Corbett," the woman said. She locked eyes with the creature beside Wallace and nodded to the bucket.

Corbett squinted at Wallace before it stretched its hind leg out and kicked the bucket away.

The woman stepped on the bucket and rolled it under her foot. "Now that you're not thinking about gutting me or my Pokémon, how about we start with names? I'm Antoinette DelaRosa." Antoinette stepped forward to Wallace and held out her hand.

Wallace's eyes fell to her hand without any thought to shake it in return. "Where am I?"

"A house, somebody's house, I don't know." Antoinette looked around the walls and up to the ceiling as if she were seeing it for the first time. "I kind of got stuck with this place and I don't know what I'm going to do about it."

"I can see it's a house, but _where _am I?" Wallace asked, gripping fistfuls of the blankets.

"Just off Route 7," Antoinette said. "Berry Fields."

After finally getting the answer he wanted Wallace released his grip. "Berry Fields," he repeated. "Route 7, that's near Parfum Palace, right?"

"Yeah," Antoinette said. She moved back to the table and pulled out one of the chairs for herself.

"How did I get here?" he asked.

"I brought you here," Antoinette said. "Well actually my friend Philo did. We were fishing on the bridge and I hooked you. I thought it was my lucky day that I'd caught something massive, but it was you." Antoinette paused and her eyes went wide. "Not that I'm trying to say you're massive or fat or anything! I don't think you're fat, sorry."

"You fished me out of the water?" Wallace asked.

"Yeah, and you try and repay me by running away or with violence." Antoinette laughed and nudged the bucket with her foot. "No I didn't get you out actually, Philo did. You should thank him when you get the chance." Antoinette turned and looked behind her on the table, beyond Marston. "I got your bag out of the water, but most of the stuff was soaked. The papers inside are here, the clothes and stuff are outside, but I'm sure they're dry by now."

"Your friend pulled me out of the river?" Wallace asked. "Wasn't it dangerous, he could have been swept away with me."

Antoinette closed her eyes and chuckled. "Philo can handle himself in the water."

Wallace eyed her curiously before he got to his feet, but it didn't last long as he wobbled and stumbled backwards until he fell into Corbett's arms.

"Nice one, Corbett," Antoinette said and gave him a thumbs up. "Maybe go slow? You've been asleep for a while."

Wallace looked to Corbett and slowly lowered himself to the ground. "Thank you, Corbett."

Corbett's face curled up into what Wallace guessed was a smile. "Zor!" he cried.

"How long?" Wallace asked as he pressed the heel of his palm to his temple, suddenly feeling very lightheaded.

"Two days, Philo got you out on Saturday." Antoinette counted the days on her fingers. "You've been asleep since then, I wonder if you had a concussion or something."

"I thought sleeping was bad if you have a concussion." Wallace said.

"Well it looks like you had different idea about how to handle your concussion." Antoinette laughed and hopped up to walk to the window.

"Wait, you said two days?" Wallace's jaw dropped at that, he must have fallen into the sewer early Saturday morning and floated out of the city's limits. He gripped at his head, try as hard as he might he couldn't recall any memories after hitting the water, maybe he had hit his head at some point and blacked out in the water. Wallace looked to Antoinette who was looking out the window while the sun illuminated her features.

"So, what were you doing in the water anyway?" Antoinette gave whatever lied outside the window another look before she turned back to Wallace.

Wallace averted his eyes and ended up looking to Corbett who stared back blankly.

"Well, what about your name?" Antoinette asked. "If you don't feel like sharing why you were in the river, could you at least tell me your name?"

Wallace bit down on his tongue, Antoinette seemed nice, if not mischievous, judging by how her Pokémon acted. But even with that in their favor Wallace didn't feel like sharing anything about himself, not until he knew more about what happened in the past two days. "Do you know how far we are from Lumiose City?"

His deflection seemed to cause a change in Antoinette, the playful smirk vanished from her face and her features softened. "A couple of hours on foot," she said. "But I don't think now's a good time to head there."

"Why not?" Wallace asked, trying to keep his tone flat, to prevent letting on anything.

"I'll show you, it's probably still on." Antoinette moved past Wallace, who stepped far out of way, to reach the television. She turned on the system and instantly a news report began playing on screen. "They've been running the same story all weekend."

Wallace moved closer to the television as the screen showed a panned out view of Lumiose Tower. As the image continued to pan an older woman dressed in a striking red dress came into focus. She brought a microphone up to her mouth before she began speaking into the camera. "The citizens of Lumiose City have been on edge all weekend. On Saturday we brought you news of a possible invasion at the home of Pearce Productions CEO and founder, Arlan Pearce. Pearce spoke to police stating that after he returned home from an event Friday night he went to sleep and was awoken hours later by a voice and loud noises in his home, it was then he called police. Officers arrived and noticed a figure fleeing from the scene and immediately gave chase. The Pearce home did not show signs of breaking and entering, but Pearce did say the room belonging to his son, Wallace Pearce, had been ransacked."

At the mention of his name Wallace tensed, expecting his photo to pop up on screen at any moment. While he remained ready to bolt as soon as it did, his picture never came up and the story continued on.

"Officers were in pursuit of the individual spotted running from the home Saturday around 5 a.m., but lost sight of them here, east of Centrico Plaza." The reporter turned and gestured back to the Tower and to the avenue she stood on. "Police say they once they managed to corner the individual they escaped into the sewer system beneath the city. Lumiose officials have sent out search teams, but have yet to find anyone. Security barriers and checkpoints have been set up along the exits to the city to verify all looking to enter and exit the city as the search continues. According to witnesses and an estimate made by the police, the individual they are looking for stands around 5'8'' with a slim build and dark blond hair. But Lumiose's troubles don't stop there as just this morning business partner to Arlan Pearce, Charles Gates, filed a missing person's report with the Lumiose Police for his son, Andrew Gates."

Wallace's felt his chest tighten as a picture of Andrew appeared on screen. He couldn't be sure when the picture was taken, sometime before his return to Kalos he'd imagine. Andrew looked the same, same winning smile and golden blond hair, but he stood on a long red drawbridge Wallace wasn't familiar with.

"Andrew Gates was last seen leaving his birthday party, held by Arlan Pearce at Parfum Palace, on Friday. If you have any information to aid the police in these matters do not hesitate to call the number at the bottom of your screen."

Wallace watched as Antoinette turned down the volume on the television and the reporter signed off and another took her place on screen in front of local business.

"Crazy, huh?" Antoinette asked.

Wallace nodded, his throat too dry to speak and feeling like he just swallowed a cactus. He slowly backed up from the table and moved to the door. "Outside," he managed to wheeze out as he fumbled for the door handle.

He pushed his way outside into the blinding sunlight that shone down on him. Wallace brought a hand up to shield his eyes from the harsh sunshine and observed the area. The field was surrounded by a high stone wall that separated it from the whatever lie beyond. Shrubs and potted plants basked in the shadow under the stone wall. Everywhere he looked Wallace found a row of tilled soil that had nourished a seed into a lush tree. Many of them had blooming flowers that swayed in the summer's breeze, but some were decorated with vibrant berries, the shapes and colors of which Wallace had never seen before.

Wallace wandered off, walking along the planted rows of berry trees, a thoughtless task that allowed his mind to work his thoughts like a boomerang, sending him off thinking about one possibility which left him conjuring numerous _what if__s_, before he came spiraling back to the base truth, that Andrew was dead and the police didn't know it, yet.

According to the report, Charles had been the one to declare Andrew missing, but his own father planned to call Charles and explain everything to him. Wallace pressed the heels of his palms against his temples before he held them against his eyes until his vision became red and blotchy. Could the police have gotten there before his dad had a chance to make the call? If so, why hadn't they noticed Andrew's body? What had his dad done to Andrew when he left?

As he passed a tree with two kinds of berries on it, each with dozens ready to be plucked, something caused him to stop in his tracks. There was a sound, something unfit for his surroundings. He'd heard it only briefly before it vanished into the sound of the wind moving the trees.

Wallace listened, but could only make out the sounds of nature around him. Water running in the distance and tree branches scratching each other all around him. Dismissing the odd sound as part of his paranoid imagination, he continued walking. There was nothing ominous about the wind and jumping at every sound around him wouldn't help anything.

He didn't make it far when he realized something was still bothering him, a feeling he couldn't shake. The eerie, unsettling feeling that comes from believing you're not alone, the feeling of unseen eyes watching his every move. Wallace whipped around to his backside. His anxiety was like a rocket that had just taken off and was about to shoot through the atmosphere, but fizzled into a nosedive once he saw only trees and soil behind him.

But he wasn't satisfied. What if there was something in the field with him? Wallace scanned the area, waiting to pick out the slightest of movements between the trees, for a shadow to move across the window, or for Antoinette to step outside.

Instead of making a break for the house he kept his ground and stared down the trees. "If someone's out here just come out. This isn't funny!" he shouted. "Philo?"

To his surprise there was a response, not what he expected – like a voice or a person coming shirking out from behind a tree with the satisfaction of scaring him spread across their face—but a soft tapping, padding, on the ground came from the far end of the field.

Wallace walked towards it, to the center of the field where the tilled rows were split in half and a dirt walkway led to the back of the field. The closer he got the more panicked he became, not out of fear for what it might be, but because of a change in the air. The warm and inviting air filled with a sizzling, prickling intensity that reminded him of the moment before someone snuck up on him in dead silence. It was the feeling of being in the same room with a muted television, something was there, but it wasn't registering on all his senses.

As he rounded the end of the tree line he expected to find Philo, whoever he was, crouched there. Or maybe nothing at all, that his mind really was playing tricks on him. So a giant Pokémon was kind of a surprise.

It was lean but muscular, with a red body with accents of gold, tan and grey. Large feathers surrounded its chest and head and fell down its back. It stood nearly half a foot taller than him, its blue eyes boring deep into him. "An-Antoinette!" He didn't dare turn his back on it, as it flexed its muscles and its talon-like hands began clench, but he raised his voice as loud as he could. "Antoinette, help!"

He heard the door to the house open and Antoinette's voice before the Pokémon in front of him lowered on its legs and pounced. He moved to run, but his feet tangled over each other and he fell back onto the soil. The Pokémon, proving itself far more agile than him, landed with its legs above his shoulders. It lifted one foot and placed it squarely on Wallace's chest and he watched as it began to flex and show off the muscles in its arms, as if it had just conquered him.

"What?" Wallace asked before a red beam struck the Pokémon's side. It froze before the red light enveloped its body and it vanished from atop him.

Wallace remained still, even after it was gone, until Antoinette appeared at his side, hands outstretched. He took them both and she hoisted him off the ground like he was a pillow. Even after he was standing Antoinette didn't release his hands, instead she tightened her grip and vigorously shook them.

"Finally got that handshake!" Antoinette said, beaming.

Too shaken up to care, Wallace let Antoinette shake his hands, his arms flailing up and down limply. "What was that thing?"

Antoinette raised her brows curiously. "I'm getting the impression you've never seen Pokémon before."

"I have, I have," Wallace said. "I've seen them, just not many of them and never up close like that before. Only through a computer screen really." He placed a hand over his heart and tried to steady its beating.

The corner of Antoinette's mouth curled up into a wicked smirk. "Through a computer, huh?" she asked as she leaned in closer to Wallace. "Are you the type of person that enjoys watching or reading about Pokémon and human relationships?"

"Relationships?" Wallace asked, easing away from Antoinette.

"Re-la-tion-ships." Antoinette said again with emphasis, her eyebrows wiggling and eyes shining mischievously.

Wallace flushed and jolted back from the woman. "Wh-What? No! Of course not! I've only seen them through PokéView, that's what I meant!"

Antoinette grinned and looked over her shoulder to Corbett who was chuckling into his paws. "I'm just messing with you. Well, it looks like I just saved your life." Antoinette stuck her hands on her hips and gave Wallace a toothy grin. "Again."

Wallace kept a hand on his chest, but rather than tracking his heartbeat he moved to massaging along his collar bone. The world was full of Pokémon, something he knew from watching Andrew's journey, and it seemed like he couldn't survive without having Pokémon of his own. "Antoinette, where's the nearest PC? They usually have them in Pokémon Centers, right?"

Antoinette's grin fell into a frown and she gave Wallace an exasperated look. "Yeah, there's one inside every Pokémon Center, but there's a day-care not far from here, they've got one. But Camprier Town isn't too far either.

"I can walk to Camprier?" Wallace asked, turning to the opening in the field's property.

"Yeah, but maybe you should hold off on the trip." Antoinette said. "Remember, you've been out for a few days and still haven't eaten anything. I don't mean to get in your business, but when I pulled you from the water you didn't have any Poké Balls on you and there weren't any in your bag. Judging by how you reacted to Marston, Corbett, and Wyn I'm sure you're not a trainer."

"Wyn?" Wallace asked.

"Wyn is my Blaziken." Antoinette spun Wyn's Poké Ball around on her index finger.

Wallace didn't answer, instead he kept his eyes on the exit of the field and let his thoughts wander as to what might be out there. He watched Andrew's stream of Kalos religiously, but that was the very first of his journey and it was hard to remember what exactly Andrew had been through.

"Look," Antoinette said, interrupting Wallace's thoughts. "I know is a lot to take in, considering I'm just a stranger, but I don't really want your thanks for saving you, it's what I do. What I like to do. I like helping others, especially kids like you who seem a little lost in the world. I don't want to bring it up, but if you hadn't been pulled from the water you could have drifted to the ocean where you definitely wouldn't have survived. I won't make you stay here, but I think you should accept my help and think about what's best for you."

Wallace watched as Antoinette's demeanor seemed to change again, all of a sudden she seemed older and more motherly. "I do appreciate it, your help. Philo, whoever he is, did save my life by pulling me out of the water and I want to thank him. You didn't have to bring me here, but you did and I'm thankful, I really am. But it's better for you if I leave, you know little to nothing about me, and you forget meeting me when I'm gone."

Antoinette looked troubled at the idea, but her expression slowly softened. "Can you just stay one more night? I'll feed you, pack up your stuff, and then you can leave. No questions asked, okay?"

"No questions asked." Wallace said, sticking his hand out for another shake, a real one.

Antoinette grinned and folded her arms behind her head as she walked off, leaving Wallace hanging.

* * *

><p>End of Chapter Three<p>

* * *

><p><em><strong>AN: <strong>_And now we have the connection back to our prologue! Again, thank you everyone for the love the story is getting. I really appreciate it considering I haven't gotten to the university yet, but I'm glad you're enjoying the slow burn. Character submission is still open, check the first chapter for details. Like last time, we had just one character debut: **Antoinette DelaRosa **was submitted by **snowwolf12132**.

I got some good answers for the last question, most of you saw it both ways, which I kind of expected.

**Question of the Chapter #2:** How do you feel about Wallace running away? Should he have stayed to face the consequences?


End file.
